Different Gods for Different Men

can wander in the rocks. It is not enough to be sheeplike; but
neither is it necessary to be a lion. Bees of the hive are as admirable
for their qualities; there are the swan, the peacock, and the swift-
winged swallow. In the huge bestiary there are alternations to the
sheep and lion, and to the sheep and goats. There are wings and
claws and talons; sharp beaks and slow mandibles; the serpent's
coils; the lashing of the armoured tail; jagged forearms, like the
cruel mantis, who pretends to pray and then rears itself into a
posture to strike terror; the soft turtledove; the mermaid of the
seas; the gazelle and the hippopotamus; the shark and the gold-
fish; the iron-beaked eagle and the robin.

And, in the same manner, many gods have been worshipped;
or there need be none at all. The promised advantages are invari-
ably the same. They differ only in their kind, with instinct of
climate and environment. The same heaven could not open at the
honeysuckle door and for the nomads of the Koko-Nor. There
are differences between the lodge of deerskin and the iron grille
upon the golden wall; the wooden cabin, and the fountain and the
honeycomb; between the endless plain and the blue mountains;
between the wood of cypress and the waterfall; between the
pampas and the crocus lawn; the blue deep of Arethusa and the
lake of mists; the lotus and the bulrushes; plumed warriors, and
skins of almond and of sandalwood. There are many shades of
colour between the sable and the jasmine; silken turbans, and hair
of wool dressed out with clay and dung; robes of the mulberry
tree, and naked bodies rubbed with ashes; Corydon and the pyg-
mies; giants of Patagonia, and the long-haired Mandans; the sloe-
eyed, and blue pebbles of the Northern rains; Pharaoh, with his
formal beard, and the smooth Tartars. It is the difference between
the desert of incense and the lotus pool; the tent of goat's hair and
the lacquered cave. In the paintings of Ajanta there is no golden
hair; Byzantium held the sculptures of the naked age but, like the
Moslems, forbade statuary; Venus, found by fishermen, could be
carried to a monastery; Zeus a naked god, hurls his thunderbolt
in the central hall of the museum. He could, as well, stand on the
platform of the railway station, where, indeed, by popular super-
stition, legends cbuld begin to grow around him. His statue has a
green patina from long immersion in the sea. When new, it was
not beautiful. It was a bronze statue of a bearded man, with blank
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